the mature maidens.

No Old Maids There.

a Siamese girl attains the age of thirty-five with-
: out marrying she is labelled and placed in a privileged
1| class under the special care of the King. A prisoner in any
jafl may gain his pardon and release by marrying one of

% -

The Light That Shines in Adversity Has a Heavenly Origin

— '
This Day in History.

IS is the anniversary of the birth, in 1749, of Edward

Jenner, the doé¢tor who rid the world of the scourge
of smallpox by vaccination. The first public vaccination
occcurred in 1796.  Jenner received large money grants
from various cities as reward for his great discovery.

When a Girl Marries

Jim Reveals the Fact to Anne That Hjs Tip on Salt
Water Qil Stock Came From Doris West

to possess me, but I brushed them |

By Ann Lisle away. Of course, T couldn't push

CHAPTER CXXIV. them off the rim of things, lnﬁl

(Copyright, 1919, King Features Syn.| they lurked on the edge of my
i’ Biats. e consciousness—ready to pounce.

i ; “What's the meaning of Dorls

questiion the telephone rang,
) and he sprang 1o answer its
isummons, leaving my words hang-
ing suspended in the air between us

: BEF‘ORE Jim could reply to my

like a ‘mreat dirigible that floats It? whispered the s=econd.

across & summer sky and seems to | But more insistent and nagging

iblot out everything save ils strange | than either of these thoughts—

.self from the scene. threatening wmy desire fo be as
“Sp it was Doris West who gave carefreer as Jim—was the third

'him his “tip’ to buy Salt-Water Oll" | doubt that assailed me:

1 repeated to myselfl. “Why—why

i= she so interested in my hus- it kept insisting. “Who
band ™ your husband =all that money?"
Hard on this came another Again the phone, Jim dropped my

thought Jim's friendly knowledge
of the friendly conspiracy that had

given him hi=s place in Anthony “Careful, dear!” I ecried.
Norreys' offices—he had come by Fortunately he didn't hear me.
that through Doris West also. Of He wouldn't have liked my emo-

be

course. The girl seemed to tion. After a second he turned from
electing herself presiding genius of the phone, white-faced and drawn,
my husband’s fortunes. And the -
more I profited thereby the more A Big Rise.

I would—hate Doris West. In fail- *Has it gone—against you—

ure and poverty, there would be
this consolation: I wouldn't have 1o

down?™

|
might a= well have a bit of lunch, |

West's interest in your husband®™’
demanded one.

“Was it her revelation that rnacl_o
Jim resign from Anthony Norrey's

employ and quarrel with you about |

“Where did Jim get hiz $50007
loaned

hands and fairly vaulted across the
room.

1 managed to ask calmiy.
“No—it's up to thirty-three. We

A Story of

Early Wedded Lite. F'amous as Queen and Woman

Elizabeth of Rumania, whose Sacrifice and Heroism Won Her
a place in'the Hearts of Her People.

Weren't you claver to
manage that! Run along, dear.”

For 4 moment it seemed to me
that Jim stared at me with a cer-
tain ho=tile Intentness as if to say.
*“You think you're clever, don't
vou” But I'll tell you nothing 1
don't want! you to know."

But | dismissed my foolish fan-
rles when he kissed me on the fore-
head a second later and rushed pell-
mell from the place,

The phone didn’t ring again
until Jim returned ten minutes later.
He took it up and reporied, "Forty-
#ix and going strong.”

Then he took his place in a chair
he drew up within reach of the re-
ceiver, and every five minutes, he
rose, took down that receiver and
signaled some one who seemed in
wait at the other end of the wire,
For almost an hour, Jim didn't
speak to me-—but sat crouching in
his chair near the black box of the
telephone. His face was gray and
drawn, with spots of color riding
high on hiz cheeks under glittering
eyes. 1 had seen him so before.

This was what gambling could do
to Jim. Wealth might be coming
to us; it might be poverty and a
heavy burden of debt we were fac-
ing. 1 was so frightened by Jim's
aspect and manner that [ dreaded
cither—both—anything we won in a
gamble,

When next Jim spoke to me, T

wonderful.

%‘.mm|mulu:!unmhnmlltml!mlw!mlmla-mnlmhlmtlmmlmhmm1!

owe everything to her. :

Jim's veoice broke in on my s ;
thoughts. Jim's voice in frantic Anne. Nothing'll happen down
ejaculations—not to me, but to the there for the next half-hour.”™
unseen speaker at the other end of But I couldn't persuade Jim to
the telephone wire. Y Giits aaniiak das Tunok -aEsacE

“Good enough! —Twenty-eight?—
1 should say not—Hold on—No, of
eourse jt won't flivver—Head the
report. man—No, 1 couldn’t stand it
down (fiere watching the ticker—
*ire—call me every half hour—
Twentyeight and a half now’—
Didn't 1 tell you ™™

Jim hung up the receiver and
furned to me with the =still, tense
look 1T had come to know meant the

three sups of =calding hot and bit-
terly strong tea. And he was dback
at the phone again in a juTy,

“Thirty-seven,”" he reported a |
minute later. *“Mind if T don't help
vou with the dishes? 1'll1 dun oul
for five or ten minutes—breath of
air. From two o'clock on I'll have
a direet wire”

gianced involuntarily at my watch.
It was eight minutes past 3.

“l =old out my Salt Water Oil—
at sixtyv-seven,” he said, in a volce
that was dead and flat. Then It
rose to sudden exaltation: “We're |

started. Anne—we're going to be |
rich, girl”
And Jim and T stared at each

other—wondering. wondering. What
would money bring to us?
To Be Continued.

excitement of the game and the
fever to win.

Going Te BHe Rich.

“Did you hear that®? It's up te
twenty-eight and a half already——
fikely twenty-nine by mow. We'll
make a killing, Anne—a killing!
By Jove, girl; you're going to be
rich!™

He limped across the room with a
gort of hop and skip. scized my
hands in his, and balancing himsel!
firmly on his strong left ankle, he
twirled around in a little pirouelte
that seemed to bring out all his
boyish sweetness. When he was in
a mood like that nothing Jim did
rould seem wrong to me. And when
he bheld me off and began patting
my shoulders with gquick, staccato
japs I began to feel as big a “kKid”
as my Jimmy Boy.

There were black thoughts ready

Puss in Boots

: Jr.

By David Cory.

FTER the story of Jack and

the Bean Stalk was finighed,

Puss Junior toasted his toes
in front of the fire, and pretiy soon
the little old man began to snore,
and this made Tom Thumb so
sleepy that he, too, fell asleep. But
the little vyellow hen was wide
awake and so was Puss Junior, for
they had become 2o excited in tell
ing their adventures with the Giant
that they didn't feel the Jeast bit
sicepy.

And just then the wind, which
was blowing through the forest
came down the chimney and ecat-
tered the ashes all over the floor
and some blew in the little old
man's face.

“Botheration™ he exclaimed, wak-
ing with a start “My beard
nearly caught on fire. But never
mind. Tell us another tale, my good
Sir Cat.”

Puss Junior wrinkled hia fore-
head: then he scratched his head,
and after that he said. “T will tell
vou about Cinderella. One evening.
as I was walking through a deep
forest, 1 saw a little light through
the trees
* “So I hurried on, and pretty soen

came to a small house, and when

looked through the window | =aw
inderella pitting alone by thé fire-
gide., She seemed very sad, for
b\‘ery now and then she wiped her
eves with her apron. Suddeniy a
gear little old woman, with a high
ked hat, bounced in through the
floor. And the next minute Cinder-
lla's old dress changed Into a mag-
Fdzcent gown Then the queer
ittie old woman waved her wand,
rnd in pranced six little mice draw-
ng a coach™

“What do wvyou suppose waould
ave happened to you., Mr. Puss
unior, if you had dashed in and
R alen one of those liltle mice?”

uss, “but I didn’t. T just hung on
o the window-zill and looked
uddenly the little mice drew the
aach out of the room. and when
hey were oulside of the house the
id woman waved her wand, and, lo
nd behold. there stood six beauti-
ul white horses and a coach big
nough for Cinderella to ride in.
! “In another moment! =he ran out
‘f the house, her little glass slip-
rs going clinkety klink on the
tone walk. Then the footman
eiped her in and closed the door
nd after that he blew his beautifu:
iflver horn and away rattied the
oach 1o the bail.

“And just &+ it dizappeared in the
arkness the fairy godmother saw
e. ‘Come inside, my dear Puss
unior.' she =aid. So | walked in
nd sat down by the fire, and next
ime you rhall hear what happened
fier that”

(vepyright, 1919, David Cory.)

Te Be Centinued.

A New Novel

Adolphus—I've written g new
Come up to my room and
‘11 shew yeu the proofs

Friend —Proofs' Why, old chap, T
on't doubt your word io the least!

4

aid Tom Thumb.
“T'm sure | don't know,™ replied
in.

“A direct wire!™ I eried. “"How |

That Tired Feeling

A MEDICAL AUTHORITY EXPLAINS IT |

By Brice Belden, M. D. lI
|

|

TH-:RE are four general causes

of “that tired feeling.” They

are, first, digestive disturb-

ances; second Intestinal intoxica-

tion; third, neurasthenia; and
fourth, oxygen starvation,

With regard to the first cause,

imperfect digestion lessena energy
because there is an interruption of
the processes of nutrition You
can't have nervous and wmuscular
vigor unless digestion is reasonably
good. Good digestion depends upon
g00od teeth, good food, and good
elimination. Good elimination |s
governed largely by cxercise and
bathing. As regards food, avoid
particularly excessive q‘aqs_}x_mptlon
of starches and sugars. which pro-
duces acid fermentation. y

With regard to the secohd cause,
intestinal intoxication lessens en-
ergy because of the formation of
poisons which are taken up by the
blood and then depress that part of
the nervous system which ordinarily
dispenses pep.

Excessive consumptiog”
(meat and egg=) or in

oteina
ent in-

take of oxygen wherewith to burn
up injurious decomposition products
brings this condition about com-
monly. Drowsy people whe lack
punch are apt to be victims of in-
testinal intoxication. |

With regard to the third cause,
neursathenia lessens energy because
of the nervous fatigue which is a
cardinal symptom or this disease.
The problem in these cases is often
suitable employment rather than
rest. Thisx sounds paradoxical. but it
is generally true. Congenial work
usually cures,

If you don't
tires you unduly.
interested in the
propo=ition at all
nervous system has immense re-
serves 1o draw upon 1f the owner
is engaged in congenial work.

With regard to the fourth cause,
oXY¥Egen starvation lessens energy
because man was intended to be an
outdoor animal, whereas he has de-
veloped a2 mania for shutting him-
self up In boxes sealed as hermeti-
cally as= possible. Without oxygen—
fresh air-—our poisonous “end pro-
ducts™ are pot burnad up and cleg,
poison and depress us.

]

love your work it
An Edison i1sn't
eight-hour day

The average |

Photo by International

The Rhyming Optimist

A Course Dinner '

By Aline Michaelis. .
FRIEND of mine asked me to

dine with him not long ago,
sir; I will not state the place

A

or dale, my cause you'll sheortly
know, sir. "'Mid visions sweet of
things to eat I to hig homestead

ambled; with pies and beans and
ustard greens my busy fancy gam-
boled. The festal board was stock-
ed and stored with silver gayly
gleaming, with linens while and
crysial bright and candle light
a-beaming. A slender vase al every
place held two tall scarlet roses,
and I'll declare upon each chair was
pinned a bunch of posies. The
china, too, was fair to view;, egg-
shelle could be no thinner, and this-
display all =eemed to say. “"Wait
'til you lamp the dinner'” But when
it got upon the spot 1 found within
my platter a soup spooen and a
golden band, with soup & tiny spat-
ter.

A pinch of roast, & scrap of toast,
a dash of swee: potaloes with half
a side of whitefish fried, a soupcon
of tomatoes; these came and passed
until at last the yardman bropght
the salad of mustard seed, a bit of

HINTS FOR THE

HOUSEHOLD

In cieaning rusty steel, well »oil
the rusty parts and set aside in
thizs state for two or three davs.

Then wipe dry with elean rags and
polish with emery or punice stone
When rust and a very high
poligh = desired, rvrub the articie
with a lttle slack lime. Bright ar-
ficles are beauliful cleaned in a
few minutes by using a small por-
tion of emery and aftaerward poi-
izhing with flour of emery or rot-
ten stone.

very

When beating eggs, If a whisk is

not handy, used three forks in-
stead of one They are just a=
casy to hold as one, and the eggs
can be beaten in about a third of
the time.

Not Going to Withdraw It.
,A man who had a very bad im-
pediment in h-ls epeech once got
inte an argument with an acquain-
lance 10 whom he had taken a
great dislike. The dispute became
hotter and hotter until the unfor-
lunale stammerer completely lost
his temper. “You're a {f-{-f-fool'"
he shouted furiously. “Sir," re-
plied the acquaintance coldly, “vou

must retrart that at oner.™ “Now
er!™ retorted the sicmmerer. “T'm
only too glad Lo §-E-§-g=t it outll”

|
r
|

The Builder Told the Kids They Could Have Just One Load of Wood If They'd

s r - Keep Away Afterward.
. int sea-foam pallid. |
The meal was through before I By FONTAINE FOX
knew my pudding had been present.
Upon my plate it sat sedate and
hid behind a pheasant bepainted
there with plumages fair. and Just
as 1 perceived it with wily trick of
manner quick the chauffeur deft re-

trieved it When friends of mine
now cry, “"Come, dine, our chef is
really splendid™ 1 =ay. “Ter hee, I
you don’t mean me My dining
d!_\'! are ended I
The Roman Baths.

The Romans had baths so splen-
did that they put our boastfulness
about modern :anitation to silence

The most famous of these are the
baths of Caracalla and Hrrn"lﬁnan‘.
In connection with {hese great
baths four thousand vards of
vast galleriea were yaed by the
slaves for marvelous heatling and
ventilating svatom: Near thesa
baths splendid drains for CATrying

off the watler were excavated In

spite of the many hundred years
that have clapsed since they h;r;o
built, these drain are almost as
good as they ever werp

In these Ralleries, besides the or
dinary bath:, there wern halls with
niches where baths were tsaken for |
sacrificial rites. This proved hy
the inscriptions found on the wal)
.\ian_v of these jnpag rn]'l'in-r.'i mre in
Ureek, and are pravers 1o the gods

Equal to the Occasion. |

“Speaking of n""'mnlﬂdahng ho-

tel managers.” said a tra veler, “the
best T ever met wa In & provincial
tnwn I reached the hote]l late in
the evening. Just befeore ! retived 1
heard a seampering under the hed
and saw a couple of Jarge rats just
CECAPInE 1 at ones complained a1
the office. The manager wWas as
HEerene &5 A *ummer breeze ‘T'H fix
that all right, sir.” he sald. ‘Boares |
Take a cat to room 16 at oncel™ " i

‘ No Wonder! '

Mrs. Jobling: *I don't know what

Is the matter with

|
; thits cloe k. but
it won't £0.”" Her husband lonked I
at 1t, then oiled 11, xnd blew in it :l
with the bLellows, but it wonld noe |
zo., and he went to bed. The nest |

morning his wife sazid, “Henry 1
know what is the matter with the

clock.”™ Well, what™ asked herp
husband. *IL wanis winding' ahe
said. ‘
Scientific.
Doctor—As for your traouble with

.'
your husband, madam, I may (sl '
you it is a seientific fact that meat )
cuuges had temper Mrs, Blozgs
Oh. ver, T've noticed that it ga).
ways docs when i1t 15 burned! l

#Copyright, 1313, by Lhe Wheeler SEyndi cate, Inc) l

“The Dark Star”

By ROBERT W. CHAMBERS i

The Princess Smiles Mechanically as

Neeland Finishes His Thrilling
Narrative of the Bomb Plot
and Rue Carew Shudders

(Continmed Frem Yeesterdary)

When he finished his account of
his dreadful situation in the state-
room of lise Dumont, and how at
the last second her umerring shots
had shattered the bomb clock, cut
the guy-rope. and eamashed the
water-jug which deluged the burn-
ing fuses, he added with a very
genuine laugh:

“If omnly some photographer had
taken a few hundred feet of film for
me I could retire on an income in a
yoar and never do another stroke of
honest work!™

The Princess smiled, mechanically,
but Rue Carew dropped her white
face on the Princess Naia's shoulder
a5 though suddenly fatigued.

CHAPTER XXVIL
From Four to Five.

Tha Princess Mistchenka and
Mue Carew had retired to their
respective rooms for that hour be-
tween four and five in the after-
noon., which the averags woman de-
votes to cat-naps or to that aimless
feminine fussing which must ever
remain a mystery to man.

The afternoon had turned wery
warm; Neeland, In his room, lay on
the lounge in his undershirt and
trousera, having arrived so far to-
wyrd bathing and changing his at-
tire,

No breesze stirred the Iattice blinds
hanging over both open windows;
the semi-dusk of the room was
plerced here and there by slender
shafts of sudlight which lay almost
white across the carpet and striped
the opposite wall: the rue Soleil
@'Or was very silent in the July
afternoon.

And Neeland lay there thinking
about all that had happened ta him
and trying to bring it home to him-
salf and make it seem plausible
and real; and could net.

For even now the last ten days
of his life seemed lke. a story he
had read concerning sdmeons else,
Nor did it seem to him that he per-
sonally had known all those people
concerned in this wild, exaggerated,
grotesque story. Theyr too, toox
their placea on the printed page.
appearing, lingering, disappearing,
reappearing. as chapter succeeded
chapter In a romance too obvious,
too palpably sensational to win the
confidence and credulity of a young
man of today.

Fed to repletion on nolsy contem-
porary fiction, his finer perceptinn
bluited by the daily and raucous
yell of the New TYork press his
imagination too long overstrained
by Broadway drama and now flaccid
and incapable of further response to
its leering or shrieking appeal. the
din of twentieth-century art fell on
nerveless ears and on a brain be-
numbed and sceptical.

Too Much Learning.

And so when everything that he
had found grotesque, I(llogical,
laboured, obvious, and clamorousiy
redundant in literature and the
drama began to happen and con-
tinued to happen in real life to him
—and went on happening and in-
volving himself and others all
around him in the pleasant July
sunshine of 1814, this young man,
made intellectually blase, foun.d
himself without sufficient capacity
to comprehend it

There was another matter with
which his mind was struggling as
he lay there, his head cradled on
one elbow, watching the thin blue
spirals from his cigarette mount
straight to the ceiling, and that was
the metamorphosis of Rue Carew.

Where was the thin girl he re-
membered—with her untidy chest-
nut hair and freckles, and a rathere
aweet mouth—dressed in garments
the only mission of which was to
cover a flat chest and frail body
and limbs whose top rapid growth
had outstripped maturity?

To search for her he went back
to the beginning, where a little girl
in a pink print dress, bare-legged
and hatless, loitered along an
ancient rall fence and looked up
shyly at him as he warned her to
keep out of range of the fusillade
from the bushes across the pastures.

He thought of her again at the
noizy party in Gayfield on that

white night in winter; visaal-
ised the tall, shy., overgrown
girl who danced with bhim and

made no complaint when her slim
foot was trodden on. And again he
remembered the sleigh and the
«leighbells clashing and tinkliog
under the moon;: the light from her
doorway, and how she stood look-
ing back at him; and how, on the
midchievous impulse of the moment,
he had gone back and kissed
her——

At the memory an odd sensation
came over him, scaring him a little.
How on earth had he ever had the
temerity to do such a thing to her!

And, as he thought of thisa ex
nuisite, slender, clear-eyed young
girl who had greeted him at the
I"aris terminal —this charming em-
bodiment of all that is fresh and
sweet and fearless—in her perfect
hat and gown of mondaine youth
and fashion, the memary of his
temerity appalled him.

Imagine his taking an unencour-
aged iBerty now!

Nor could he dare imiagine em-
eouragement from thsa Rue Carew
so amuzingly revealed to him.

Out of what, in heaven's name,
had this lovely girl developed? Out
of u shy, ragged barelegged child.
haunting the wild blackberry tan-
gles in Brookhollow?

Out of the frail. charmingly awk-
ward, pathetic, freckled milthand
in her homemade party clothes the
rather sweet expression of whose
mouth once led him toe impudent in-
discretjion?

Out of what had she been evolved
—this young girl whom he had left
just mnow standing beside her
boudelir doer with the Princess
Naia's arm around her walst? Out
of the frightened. white-lipped,
shabby girl who had come dragging
Ber trembling iimbs and her suit-

case up the dark stairway outside
his studto? Out of the young thing
with sagging hair, crouched in an
armchair beside his desk, where
her. cheap hat lay with two cheap
hatpins sticking In the crown?® Out
of the fragile figure buried in the
bedclothes of a stateroom berth,
holding out to him a thin, bare arm
in voiceless adieu?

And Necland lay thers thinking.
his head on his elbow, ths other
arm extended—(from the fingers of
which thea burnt-out cigaretie pres- -
ently fell to the floor.

He thought to himself:

“She Is absolutely beantiful:
there’s no denying that It's mot
her clothes or the way she does her
hair, or her voice, or the way she
moves, or how she looks at a man:
It's the whole business. And the
whole bally business is a mitscle.
that's all. Good Lord' And teo
think I ever had the the nerve—
the nerve!

swung himself to a sitting
pomre, sal gazing into space for
a few moments, then continued to
;.:::x by pulling off one shoes,

£ 8 cigarette, and regarding
his other foot fixadly.

m t{u manner in which the
vas ority of you men de
their deepest thhklag.oc

However, before 5 o'cloek he
had scrubbed himself and arrayed

his well-constructed person in
fresh linen and outer clothing, and
now he sauntered out through the
hallway and down the stairs to the
rear drawing-room, where a tea
table had been brought in and tea
paraphernaiia arranged. Although
the lamp under the kettle had been
lighted, nobody was in the room ex-
cept a West Highland terrier curled
up on a lounge, who, without lift-
ing his snow.-white head, regarded
Neeland out of the wisest and most
penetrating eyea the young maa
had ever encotuftered,

Here was ; personality! Here
was a dog not to be approached
lightly or with filppant familiar-
Ity. No! That small, long. short-
legged body with ita thateh of-
wiry witite hair was fairly Wmstinet
with dignity., wisdom, and uncom-
pm“l:ltn: self-reapect. :

: og.” thought Neeland,
turing to seat himseif on a l:'“-h*
opposite, “is a Presbyterian if ever
;h:ro "t'-l.:o one. And I, for ome

ver't the courage to address him
until he deigns to speak to me™

A Sceme of Besuty.

He looked respectfully at the dog,
glanced at the kettle which had be-
gun Lo sizzle a little, them lookea
out of the long windows into the lit-
tle walled garden where a few slen-
der fruit trees grew along the walls
in the rear of well-kept flower beds,
now gay with phiox, larkspur, pop-
pies, heliotrope. and edged with the
biggest and bluest pansies he had
ever behld.

On the wall a Peacock, butterfly
spread its brown velvet and gor-
geausly eyed wings to the sun's
warmth; a blackbird with brilliant
yellow blll stood astride s peach
twig and poured out a bubbling ana
incessant melody full of fluted
notea. And on the grass oval a kit-
ten frisked with the ghosta of last
month's dandelions, racing after the
drifting fluff and occasionally keel-
ing over to attack its own tail, after
the enchanting manner of all kit-
tens.

(To Be Continned Monday)

Advice to the

Lovelorn

BY BEATRICE FAIRFAX
A Good Reputation.

DEAR MISS FAIRFAX:

T am twenty-two, of good reputation
A few days ago, while taking a walk a
girl started a flirtation with me, and
as [ was in rather a jolly mood, talked
to her, and afterwards we took & walk
This gir! has proved to be the most
talked-aboutl personm on our bBlock, and
It seems every ofe =aw m- that even-
ing. I have seen the voung lady only
three times, all of which were out of
doors. when ahe forced me to stop and
talk as T pasaed by her strest. There
is= absolutely nothing between wms, and
1 want to ask how | can make her
understand that | do not care for har
company. She lives on & block T pass
every day, and is always standing near
her stoep. A WORRIED BOT.

Has it ever occurred to you ltoge
the other way and avoid meeling
the yvoung lady who is -always
standing on her stoop? If you do
chance to meei her. and do not care
to continue the acquaintance, raise
vour hat, bow and pass en. 1If she
waylays you, excuse yourseif and
tell her you are in something of

a hurry.

Girls Plan to Go West.

DEAR MISS FAIRFAX:

We are threa pgirls ecighioen, e
apectively, and greatly in oeed of ad-
Yice Thia Juns we have planned to
g0 West with three men-—one  belng
a brother of one of the giris.  All thres
are trustwarthy and have just been re-
leased from the service. A few othesr
friernds of ours whom we have teld of
ewr plan think we shodld not be per.
mittad to go. But we think it all
right, seemg that ona of the giri's
brothers will ascompany us What ad-
vice would you give us?

The expedition sounds pretiy un-
conventional to me, and I am
afraid 1 agree with your friends
that it is rather ill-advised. Why
not talk the malter over with your
mothers and see if 1t is not possi-
ble to plan your trip when sSome
older woman of your acqua'ntance

is going.

Painful Insinuation.

Little six-yvear-old, to younzs anunt
showing him a family peortrait—
What a funny way that graa'pa Is
dressed, auntie!

Auntie—That s the way ganti--
men dressed more than a hundred
Years ago.

Six=verr-old---And
men dressed like
Jou wear, auntie?

when  Zentle =

that, what did




